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The Wind whips scorningly at wanderlust,
Gnawing on the heels of men and lost souls.
With time, makes acropolis none but dust;
Pushing against those love stricken with goals.
And while death’s cold breath feels not, as true as
Water’s stinging truth, it far more feels real. 
Water chills bone; death chills as it has:
Who can say which reality we feel?
Earth, unforgiving, forgot land of yore
Reminds me my existence is for naught,
A merely false state of being in lore;
It tells past ne’er remember’d just forgot.
These I notice when false is your presence;
For long Passion burns than stars’ one essence 
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